BEASTS    NEAR    BASINGSTOKE

onions' heads and glaring lobsters5 eyes on stalks, all
heading for my hapless self.

When I awoke, the full daylight was still streaming
through the windows. I rose, rinsed my face, and
descended the stairs. Aubrey was deep in an armchair
with a bottle of beer beside him, several books open on
a table at his other hand, and an exercise book on his
knee. His head was down and he was industriously
writing. I felt like retiring, he looked so busy; but,
hearing me, he flung everything down, exclaimed: "Only
filling up the time with a few more notes on my History
of the Thoroughbred" and added: "Well, if you're ready;
supper isn't till eight and I hope you won't mind cold
bacon again, and we might as well go and look them
up at the 'Hare and Hounds.' "

I forgot, at any rate I did not mind forgetting, my
resolution to proceed to Winchester that night. "But,"
I rejoined, "I thought you said we were going over to
see George?"

"What, didn't I tell you?" he asked, surprised. "I
thought I'd told you George has been off all day buying
beasts near Basingstoke, and he won't be back till late."

There was no point in arguing, though such deceitful-
ness deserved rebuke. Once more the car was started
and, o'er moor and torrent, we reached the "Hare and
Hounds." As we entered it loud voices, very late in the
day, were discussing Larwood, Jardine, and the leg-
theory; to my surprise, in the middle of the group, I
saw the Gargantuan form of George, complete with his
old school tie, vast expanse of yellow suit, and little eyes
sunk in his pig-like face.